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with an American accent, to break down the opposition
to his going. By the time coffee arrived he had achieved
his end. We went back to headquarters, where I put
on a spare flying suit belonging to the Colonel, and
we were on the air-ground at midnight when the first
air missions were returning. They reported that they
had successfully bombed their objectives in spite of the
darkness of the night. I was to go up with Colonel
Francois and we sat together under a wing of the 'plane,
watching the bombs being loaded. It took two men
to carry the hundred-pounders across the field to the
'plane, and four men, standing in a pit underneath, to
manoeuvre these four-foot bombs into place. All die
time the beacon on the air-field was flashing the code
word to show the way to the returning 'planes, and the
big lorries could be heard moving from one part of
the air-field to another, busy refuelling.
By about 12.20 a.m. everything was ready and my
parachute was buckled on. I was told that if I had to
jump I must count ten before pulling the clasp on the
left of the belt. Taylor Henry was also equipped ready
to go with the 'planes, which were to bomb the Cambrai
air-field. The Colonel's group was to bomb a big
cross-roads outside Bapaume, where German troops
were massed. We climbed into the old Amiot; seven
years old, and with a maximum speed of 125 m.p.h.
They explained that they could not use these old machines
in daytime, owing to their slowness, and therefore put
them on the night shifts. Once again I was forced to
admire the Frenchman's sense of economy ; but I looked